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sald he not having i doss ho thase butterfiins! Tha Doys begin to

SOME FAMOUS MEN. ﬂ m-:s‘d his. NEW-YORK LIFE. *show their wings” In this genlal atmospber, e
sad grow more confidontial. garnishing thair eom-
POLLOCK'S REMINISCENCES. mﬁi‘i\%ﬁ?&“ 5‘3’;’“ STHE YOUNG GREEK GOD. ments with porsomml oxperiancos to Which by listons,
ANCES 's do it, be, of him to come an . politaly tolorant, oceasionally mfrmuring, with hand-
& por. Socond e A g g .:: ?ﬂ?}' nl:nn‘;e B ion.  He went, saw | T8 SUCCESSOR OF THE BOY ABOUT TOWN=THE |qome head thrown back, to tho officious ilourl, who
' ames. 1%mo, pp. VilL, 500; vitl, 974 Maomillan | g6 pioture, and at once detected wha wn TWO FARTNERS. springs as If olectrified whon he mosts tho lmporious,
& Co. Aome th:“hop bheen 6ut ont of o, Thees are the days whon dsmi-gods walk the esrth. | Olymplan eye. The pondant chandelier—a coro of
Thess volumes of reminiscences aro cxoeed- | paplaced by & copy, and no doubt the | They have only done It lately, the divine fire Which | host snd light—4lluminstes the God's close-clipped, fair
hgly sieasant rending, being the recollections of | dogs (mounted on A cADnYDS) whlélh hl m oreated thom Laving beon stolon from Olympus bY | hair and oasts & satiny Justre on his board-lks shirt-
own to him. -uwoﬂdwh o oleve those modern dlsciplos of Promethavs, Miss Broughton | hosom, broken by three tiny points of wilver. sur

the same time a distinguished
lotters, in touch with all the
his time, and qnick to ocatoh
events, interviews, con-
and functions.  Brought up from
ehfldhood In contact with the brightest minds of
the bar (for he used to accompany his
was afterward Chief Baron, on air-
the University of Cambridge
youths who stteined distino-
afterward, being all his life
the houses of the most cmi-
also affilisted by his tastes
eireles, 1t would be difffienlt to
more trastworthy or eapable annalist for
the lighter forthputtings of what may be termed
distinetively the brainy ofrcles of English so-
olety.

The Pollocks are a family many of whose
members have achieved distinetion, and in every
case by personal merit and ability. The father

=
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well-to-do London saddler. All his sons appear
to have made their mark in the world, and sev-
eral of his hrothers also. A Polloock made him-
pelf & name in the disastrous Afghan expedition,

and was a Ficld Marshal when he died.  Another

Pollock became an ewinent man of selenee, and
others were eminent lawyers and judges. Sir
¥Frederick, the author of these reminisoences, has
not undertaken to write a complete autoblogra-
phy, but mther what the French term memofres
pour servir, Te has confined himself usually to
noting interesting and amusing facts and remarks
a8 he encountered them, omitting all reference to
the more serious events of his time and modestly
withholding his own opinions in the majority of
Instanees.

At Cambridge young Pollock joined the Union
Debating Society, and was subsequently honored
by clection as & member of the Cambridge (“on-
versazione Society, better known as * The Apos-
tles” It was so ealled because the qualifiea-
tions for membership demonded so high a stand-
anl of charncter. Neither wealth, ranlk, social
position, nor even intellectual attainments, count-
od for anything in the eandidate’s behalf. Tlo
must. a8 one of them put it, * have an apostolio
spirit in him® to be accapted. Strange as this
method may seem, it resulted in the choice of &
number of rarely gifted young men, as the follow-
fng partial list of old members shows:

Among those, now deceased, whose suhsequent
earcers justify the above remarks, Sir Arthur
Helps may be namid himself, F. D, Mauriee, John
Bterling, J. M. Kemble ithe Anglo-Saxon scholar),
Charles and Arthur Buller, Trench (Archbishop of
Dublini, Blakesley (Dean of Lincoln), Fdward
Horsman, Spedding. Arthur Hallam, Lord Hough-
ton, Alford (Dean of Canterburyl, Thompson (late
Master of Trinity), Tom Taylor, W. K. Clifford
and F. Balfour, It was of this society that Lord
Tennyson wrote that they

“ helid debate, a band
Of vonthful friends, on mind and art,
And lator, and the changing mart,
And &ll the framwork of the land™
and. in addition to “In Memaoriam.” more than
one of Tennyson's minor pieces is addressed to
members of this society.

He gives this amusing account of his first ap-
pearance in eourt to try o ease after being ealled
ko the lwr. No doult many young sttorneys can
sympathize with his feclings:

It fell to me, of course, to examine the first wit-
ness. 1 knew my brief by hesrt, but got up in
the greatest funk to do my duty The eourt
gwam round me, T did not know what guestions
[ ssked, or what answers came from The witness.
box. and sat down thinking it was all over with

me, wnil wishing the floor would open to let me |

digippeanr us completely and quickly as possible.
At the elose of the cose o little semmp of paper, two
Inehies square, was passed to me In the eleft of the
prier's white wand, nnd, to my vast surprise and
pleasure, T rend n note from Dundas the Judeel,
which suid, * You examined your witness quite
tike an cld and experlenced hand, reminding us of
your sire—

O patre  Tolloelk,

Fillus Pollockior,”

Te tells an odid story of Lord Dudley, who was
one of the most absent-minded men who ever lived,
unless it might be the Rev, Grorge Harvest:

He was dining with King William and Queen
Adelndde and was sitting next the Q[un-a-u. S
dish was handed round, to which Lord Dudley
belped himself, and finding it mueh to his Jiking,
and heing o great judge of good eating, he thonght
it his duty to tell his nelghbor of It So, forgit-
ting whepe he was and all the etiguette of the
palacs, he turned to the Queen and said, You
yeally onght to take some of thig, it is most ex-
eellent®  The Queen only smiled and thanked
him. A minnte afterward the same thought came
agnin into Lord Dudley’s head, snd ammin he
gteongly urged the Queen to have some with the
mame resilt.  After another short interval, for the
third time he pressed the eapital merits of the dish
upon the Queen's noties, who then replied. “ T am

d you like it, Lord Dudley. It must he very
good. for this is the third time you have told me
of it.™ Then he, remembering that but forgetting
everytliing else, exelnimed loud enongh to he henrd
by all the table, * Damn the woman, so it s!"

Bir Frederiek met Carlyle often enough to form
an estimate of his eharacter, and therefore his fm-
pressions are of eonsiderable interest. Here 5
note on the subject!

A day or two afterward there was a little ex-
ftion from the house to the top of Skiddaw.
deseending T happened to be thrown together
with Carlyle, snd he talked all the way down
about shams and windbags and how Rurns ought
to have heen King of England, and how Goosge
the Third ought to have been the excloeman, Bt
he was most severe about Parlinments and parlin-
mentary representation and vating for members,
and a1l the apparatos that helonged to it, inelnd-
fne the registention of voters: and, as he knew
what I should shortly be doing in the county, he
fell foul of revising barristers and chaffed and
lauched at me fn the heurtiest and absurdest of
ways, to my great dellght snd amusement,  For
as nlways happened, when I saw him in later
yenrs, and he used to brenk forth in his wild and
strange way. 1 did not believe he meant half of
what he sald. Tt was grim enongh very often,
But there was alwavs a great deal of latent humor
n it all.
punciations there would be n twinkle of the eve,
and a sugh, and a sort of quiet, mental dig in the
rihs. as much as to say, “ You must not think this
s nll quite serfous.™ I do not mean to nssert that
never heard him say intentionnlly rude and un-
fust thinge, for he dld so: hut they were the ex-
peption and not the rule.  So that, on the whols,
his conversation was moest genial and delightful,
espeeinlly when he was telling of his own early
days and about Annandale, or recounting seme
enrions anecdote from history, when one conld
listen to him with the most perfect admirmtion.

Faraday was fond of novels and thus ex prossed
himself on fletion:

Faraday's religlous opinfons stood qunite apart
from his seientific faculties, and he claimed an
ahsolute digtinetion between religlons and onli-
nary belief. e Lad moeh playful hnmor. and
wis fond of resding novels, nnd of the distinetions
from his severe work of the uheatres und opera-
house. Speaking of novels, he onee safd to my
wife: l‘:\u- the stirring ones, with plenty of life,
slenty of action, and very little Mitlosophiy. Why,
l can do the philosophy for myself: but T want the
novelist to supply me with Ineident and change of
geene, and to glve me an interest which takes me
ont of my own Immediate pursuits It does a
man good to get out of his daily pursuits, and to
air bis thoughts o littde”  He mentioned * Paul
Ferroll® as having stle enough in it, and added,
® There's another modern novel 1 like very well
too, where a man keeps his mad wife up at ths
top of his house” —this was “ Jane Eyre® —* and,"
sald he, * it is very clever and keeps you awnke.

Why. how good the woman's flight is across the |

fields: hot these's & touch of mesmerism and
mystery 4t the end, which would be better away.”

A curlous story of a pleture dealer’s sharp
practioe js thus told:

Dined with Forster: met Maeready, Maclise,
Bell--w.‘ A good story was told of modern picture-
denlors' frauds Some y-ars ago Charles Land.
seer, the brother of Sir Edwin, painted a picture
called “ Edgehill,® which I believe consisted of
tihe figure of a peasant girl, or one or more figurs
in the scene of the battle. It was on the wall o
the Aeademy Exhibition, when some one, on the
artists' day for varnishing, retouching, ete,
nv.imd mrﬁ which wanted filling in. Sir

win -naturedly gald he woufd put in n
guuﬂ:ii‘;{ad‘:: :: the spot, which he did, of course

er, &n ® picture was eh im-
proved, ;'he story got win s

and the piet
afterward sold at & high price on ei-’";r:u".';.m

the Sir Edwin i flerward
h&mm to Sir Edwin a m'&'i :rf d am‘
asked him to authenticate it us his. Bir Edwin

In the middle of his most trenchant de- |

case of dog-stealing

At a committee meeting of the Literary Fund
Polloek heard a story of George Dyer, the friend
of Lamh who in a fit of ahsenee of mind walked
onoe out of Lamb's tront door into the New River:
whi » “? “im.sl::ﬂ:u. Rnpdmm::y ml?nd

o perform o m-
mnnlorhn tnl?‘!nto a peverie, and hLeld an old
woman under water unti]l she was drowned

Here 18 & good and characteristic aneedots of
Bentham :

TRomilly has a characteristie anecdote of Jeremy
Bentham. Sir Samuel Romilly once asked Ben-
tham to dinner to meet & common friend (fGeo
Wilson) just retumed from India. Bentham al-
ways hated a third person in enmpany, and wrote
in reply, * If nothing to say, why meet? If any-

why Wilson P*

A couple of pithy anccdotes of Lord Ellen-
borough are given:

8d Angust. —Storles of Lond Chiet Justiee Ellen-
hornnrh He once came rushing out from a de-
bate in the House of Lords and ran against the
Prince of Wales, for which he nmlri;ﬂzed. “1 be

our Royal Highness's pardon, but 1 am responsl-
ble to my Ereator for the use of my time, and
Lord Darnley is speaking.”

Lord Westmoreland was on his legs in the Tlouse

of Lords, and, giving his opinion on the pestion
in debate, sai & My Lords, at this pu!nt.q[ nﬂ\’rd

myself n ?:mion. o, Lord Ellen-
boroyxh, a loud aside, " And a d—d stupid
answer you'd be sure to get to it.”

Professor Kingdon Clifford, whose brilllant
eareer came to so untimely an end, was a great
favorite with all who knew him. Sir Frederick
says of him:

Clifford was one of the most remarkable men of
his time; his intellectunl powers were prodigious ;
in the highest regions of mathematical seirmoe he
had done much, and would have certainly done
more in extending its powers and resources if his
life hind been prolonged.  Whatever he did was
done with ease and perfect mastery. 1Te seemed
to play with the infinite, and in the gemeral re-
lations of life the same ease and a pervading brill-
inncy existed. Ie had the rare qnalit,\' of wit,
and the still rarer one in England, of mayety.
s whole soul wns full of love. He had fow, if
any, personal dislikes, but had very marked in-
telleetual antipathies, to which he sometimes too

mneh gave way. Ile was a daring and acoom-
Jdished athlete in the gymnasium and a good
ancer, always ready to turn from more serions
ocenpation to fun and frolie, A friend onee
ealled him *an inspired kitten,” and the name
was at once adopted by many of his intimates,
In laying down these interesting volumes the
render will perhaps regret that the author didd not,
preserve more reminisoences of Thackeray, Dick-
ens, Macanlay, Lord Houglhton, Macready, Bulwer,
Tennyson and the many ether distingnished per-
sons he numbered among his familiar friends, and
of whom so large a proportion have passed awny,
The remembrances are, indecd, rich in entertain-
ing matter, yet with such abundant opportunity
for vhservation and record their value might have

been greatly increased.

L1 Tl'.';(’.i RY NOTES.

Roberta Drothers will bring ont in this pountry “ The
Farly Life of Eamuel Rogers,” a book whieh Lns had a
notable suscess in Eneland.

A * Book-Hunter's Library " in thirty volnmes {4 in
eourse of preparation by Mr, Prescott-Tnnes, of Glusgow.
He says that he has eollected in the course of o bugy lifs
wpome very rare books, some of whieh “ wre unknown, in
name eoven, to sueh bibilograpliers as Loandes, Alibans
or,Quariteh,” and e proposcs to reprint them In large
print and elegant styla. Ten volumes ol the series wiil
b s reprint of Baltuasar Bekker's—a Duteh theologlan—
“ Jlistory of Magle” The first partouly has hitherto
| heen publisliod in Eueland, and toat event took ploes so
! far back ns the beginuing of the seventesnth century.

The New-York Ehnkespsre Soclety will 1asue next
month the Arst volnme of * The Bankside Shakeapere.”
This sdition will ofter the text of the earlicst version of
l enol play printed i the Hetime of Willlam Shake-

gpere, paralleled with the 1023, or first-follo text, and
both texts numbored line by llue and scrupulonsly col-
lated with both the follo aud quario texts,  Eaol play i
printed separately by the Riverside Fress, on luld paper,
unent, bearda Ouly 500 coples are printed from type
and hana-nmmbercd under the soclety’s Inspection,
Each copy contains a certitleate signed by o commitfee
of the society, pledgiug the soelety's falth to thls eleot
The price on delivery ia $2 50 per voluioe, and the
gociety accepts only purchasers who will take the serles,
twenty tu sll, Subacribers aro nasigned and will receive
an ldentieally nuwbered eopy of each volume

¢ Modeste Mignon,"” the next volnme in Miss Kutharine
Worteley's serics of translations from Nalzac, will be
| published next month,

Mr. Elbridge 8 Brooks {4 to snpervise the preparation
of a serlps of historieal studics of the States of the
Unlon, The sertes will be fllustratod by L. J. Bridgeman
ana wilt b published by the D, Lothrop Company. Mr.
Drooks will write * The Story of Noew-York," Mrs.
Fremont will deal with Missouri, Miss Olive Risley
Boward with Pennsylvanis, the Rev. E. E. Hale with
Massachusetts and Sidoey Luska with Conneeticat

rorty five blograpbies of Charlea Diekens lave becn
published.

The volume of * Negro Myths from the Goeorgia Conat,”
which Celonel Clharles €', Jones, of Augusts, Is prepar
g, will be published by Houghton, Mifin & Co.

Mra, Staanard'a pathetie story, * Brotles’ Baby,” has
been dramatized and the play 1s te be brought out in
Loudon by Mr. Edgar Bruce.

Omn the ocension of the removal of the State Library to
the New Cupitol severnl assiatants were neeided to sort
hooks and put them In place. Among those who were
engiged wns 8 certain diguitied elderly gentleman who
brought with him credentinls of his lterary ability from
several leading citizens of Albany who are prominent ua
Demoeratic politieluns. He was engagod and set at
work al onee. The Btate Librarian, whe kept o sirowd
onitlook over Lis nssistants, suon noticed that this man
aothally accomplished very little.  Ha  apparently

avolded publie gaze, but kept steadily at Lis work fu |

dark receases of the library, whence he would sometimes
| gnerge, n eandle In one band and In the other a long
strip of paper to which he seowed in constant need of re-
ferring. Several days jassed, and as thers was no
apparent progress i the elderly gentlcmuan's work
1t wins declded to watoh lum,
watehing the State Librarian appeared witn the new
nsalstaut atiire ! in bis overcoat; he had heen summartly
! Misinfssed. The mystery of his work was explained —the
strip of paper he onrrded *for reforenee eontalned the
lottors of the alplabet, for this * competent ™ gentleman
who lad been recommended to assist in arrunging the
lHbrary of the State could neither remd nor write.

Mra. E. D, E. N, Bouthworth hus had the gold pens
with whieh Ler novels were written melted up and
turned iuto two rluge —one tor eneh of Ler children, 1t
{8 supposed that she will coutlne her story-telllng here-
after to bher grandehildren.

A collection of the songs sung by the satlors of all
nations at toelr work his been mads by the dungbter of
the Rosslan Consal at Neweastle-on-Tyne. They nre
verltably sea-songs and In wany cases the words aud
wasle hnd never before teen taken down until the work
was done by this young lady. She made the ronnd of
the Eugiish seaports for the purpose nod got tho sallors
w slog to hee. The collection 18 to e pubiishod by
! Kegan Poul nnder the captivating title of * The Musie of
thi Witers"

Bix hundred miles of canoeing on the Kock, Fox and
Wisconsin rivera will be deseribed in * Historio Water-
ways,” & wolume which is now |u the pross of A. C. Mo-
Clurg & Co. Tts author ls Mr. K. d. Thwaites, secrotary
of tho Etate Historicul Boelety of Wiscousin.

MARCH !
Oh! this ta the month of the yoar
When Nature says Lo the smow ¢
“ It i time that you disppear |
Yuu must take yourself off, you know,
Just got yoursell ready and go;
1rek up your drifts and March.
Shn says to the leteles, ¥ Come,
Have you fillen into Hoe ¥
Then hark for the sound of my drum,
And watech vl T glyve you a wlgn;
When, bright Tittle seldlers of mine,
Bhoulder your arms and March."
Lt tho winter wind and the slect
That naver to Aprd belong,
Sho chasss and hunts through the strect,
Bhe hwrrles and drelves them wlong |

Aud with eiarion voleo and strong
She orders them to March |

Then sho quickens tho vielet's heart,
And says Lo the dafodtl, * Duar,

Ars you gowing ready to stari?
Lk e whispar in your ear

That Lhe spring tmo s simost horey
It is wow ou the March (™

After n short perfod of |

: plonsed.

and the lurid Onida

The Youug Greok God in Amerioa Is not yet per-
footed.  Perhaps it Is that we Amerfoans aro not yet
perfected.  Wo rogard him as eomplote—a national
glory—when bo has achieved the cloarness and beilllant
lueldity which succeeds the vigorous fermentation of
the Boy-About-Town epoch. This 15 all wrong. The
Young Greak (lod in his highest form should be mid-
die-aged and a guardsman, the older and the bolder
ihe better. The CGods, whom burning Culda loved
and sung, wers of an age when In this savage country
they would bo regarded as doddering old men, inter-
osténg relles of the golden prime of Andrew Jackson
Thelr flavor would be too frulty for ocur unascens-
tomed palates. We wonld only take kindly to them
as grandpapss, or, In an excoptional esdn or two, a5
“Awful Dads.” Our Young Greek Gods must be
shams, or olse the Engllsh onss are the victims of an
unfortunste mistaks, such s Aurora made fn the
celebrated case of Tithonus.

The Young Greak God began life as & Doy Ahout
Town. At about twenty-four voars of ags a chango
was vizgible to him. He becams talkative aud lively. He
lost his ald Indifferences to women.  Whers, 1n his salad
days, he gazed at a girl askance with lightly velled
scorn, he now looks at her witlt tender affection,
sitting gracefully beside her in a Du Maurier attitude
of ehivalrous devotlon.  He takes to reading books of
& thoughtful and phllosophieal nature, dips Into Kant,
takes a frightenad peep at Sehopenhaner, knous a
thing or two about tha Tolsto! Philosophy, and gives
his nld friends Bulwer and Boeeacclo the go-by.
Whers, In the old Roy-About-Town days, he secretly
rloted (n “ Charles O"Malley™ and the immortal  Threa
Guaridsmen,® he now glves the “ Data of Ethies®—In
a greon cloth cover with a white label—the place of
honor on his table, and pays large dues to the Hbrary
for keeping “ The Age of Reason” six months. Despita
this improvement In Lis Uteracy taste It is still some-
what unmanageable, and will suddenly shoot off out
of hls control like & martonette’s legs,  Ile keaps his
eritical faculty well olled with yellow-covered novels,
upon which ho occastonally makes what ha considors
rathor neat eritielsms. Witness the ons on “ Mr.
Barnes of New-York"™:

“ A gontleman, such as Mr. Darnes Is suppossd to
o, would nover have worn reversibla enfls,” said the
God on belng questloned, and the Dloys wore overawed
by this evidence of the instincts of a geniloman sud
a aritle combined

The God |8 undoubtedly a great Improvement on
tha Boy, from whose asles be sprang, phoeniz-like.
Where—flve minutes aftor ho had met hor—ho used to
a5l o girl If sho belleved In the Immortality of the
soul, ho now asks her, after a two hours’ bombard-
ment of commonplaces, I she belleves In love.  Whera
of old Lis confided his Intost grande passion—swelling
with pride at this manly achievemsnt—to the nearest
femining ear, ho now acknowledges a tranquil sttach-
mient, fonnded or fact, to a discrest married Jady who
bas confidentlal pelations with tho eharmer. Wham,
when & glrl “toasod him,* he wsed to look bashfully
radiant and rather ke 1t, he now looks lelly at har
with the ralsed eyelirows of cold surprise, and com-
plates the razing of bee ellldish mirth LY artful use
of that leonoclastic and chilly word * platonje.” Where,
In thn good old days, he and his beat friond would talk
arross a benumbed and dazeled dobutante, on a priee
fight, they now substitute politles, Where he usad
to drag s ferttious fine felends (nto the eonversation
hy maln fores, he now lots them melt Into thelr native
ether unmolested.  Whers, should a rival know an
Farl, s always managed to Enow a Duke, hn now
says with a pensive smile:

“Well, 1 have only met ono eelebrity in my Nfs—
Patsy Duffy.  Did you ever meet Patsy Dully 1" And
this 18 far moro afsetve than a whole pserage-full of
Dulics. Where, by a generons use of Hashing innuendao,
he propdly admitted his fmaginary, but not the loss
glidy, deseent of the primrose path of dalllrnes, he
18 now apparcntly harniless ad a sucking dove, and
shrines an fdeal In Ms heart.  Whers, ones upon a
time, hls taste In women ran to sinewy old campalgn
erd, who had won thelr spurs whon he was cutting
his tooth on a rubboer ring. it now turms (o the spwing

| lamb varioty—less wit, more charm, less pondreede-

riz, morn complexion, lass tougue, more Leart. By
the timo he (8 fifty he will ook fondly upon fifean.
o B

Yot don’t imagios for o mamess o8 L e
all his affections, Some still flourlsh tn vnabbreviated
glory, and new ones have started showlng a fropleal
vigor, an exotbeally rich il Tugurlons developiut.
Many of the old ones, ellppsd Into prim, convent nal
shapes liko German yows, still bear & fine crop of
tinsel and pink paper Blossoms,  Tle Nlies to poss
as one to wham Hfs offers no great charm, who has

east awny ambition as a yonthful folly, and snaps his

fiugers ot love as & brokon nosed goddess whose il
% over. He undoubtedly * beats™ his friends for o
dinner, at invitation to the opora, or to thelr cauntry
pliace Ny the sea. Tl bas never been alivad, ¥ot Lo
s fond of referring 1o * the last timo he was in Parls,”
or whon he “was In Vienoa in 'a5,"  He will assure
you with glib nenchalance that he reads Vietor Huogo
and Dandet In the origioal, but i you come to in-
vostigata you will find he has pernsed thele Wor s In
clieap translations amd then Jearned the names In
Fronch,  Thers 15 no doubt he steals a good many of
lis brightost remarks, makes fren with his best friend’s
Leat atories, draws on the reviewers for his opinions
on books, and the editorial column for his political
viows, and tharo is no doubt, desplto these lajses from
the path of versclly and sincerity, of his belog, as
Gods go, & very good felluw,

Tho Young Greek God socially realizes an $deal
He can dance with the greatest dexterity, he {5 gowd
looking, he talks well, and |s not readily discon
cartsil.  1la not only furuishes a room, he adorns It
Matrimonially he {5 not much of an ldeal, for he 15
generally poar,  As a rule, he Is gobbled tup by the
oldest spinster membors of old, rieh families, the
mothers of such girls leading on thely forlorn hope
with lances in rest and banpers fylng  The God s,
for & time, In & state of slege, but Aually capitulates,
in & state of terror.  The Boys About Town, from
whose vanlm he originallv burst in all his dazzling
splondor, regard hlin with fond, adoring eyes, as the
groat man who mmdnds them they can make thelr
lives sublime He 15 very kind to them. allows them
to treat him on great oceaslons. and sometimos asls
them up to his rooms. where he gives them clzarcttes,
champagno and advice. The latter not lofrily, but
In o cheory, fatherly spirit, saying every now and
then

“¥es, when T was your age 1 thought the same
way, i pew, Hsten, old boy"—

And ehunks of wisdom are flung with a lavish gon-
erosity Into the Doy's empty eerebral cavity, The
Joy, fiattered by the manper In which tha advice s
given, flattared by the friondship, waxes eonfldontlal
and leaning back, maling rings, the smols lingering
in cloudly layers in the still, hot alr, confossne aspdra-
tlons and opintons long chorished In secret ) amd all
restealnt washed away with a br'mintng beaker of
Cliequot's sparkling, amber widow, glves tongus till
the wolkin rings again,  This 14 & glddy Juy 1o the
descendad Aenizen of Olympus—thess mormurs recadl
the days of his own savory greenness with o richly
eomforiably sonse that he 15 not a8 this other man,
thongh he oneo wes,  They both have their slbows on
the table, and throngh the hovering smoko-wroaths
eye cach other, the God with a kindly, smiling, ¢yl
olsm, tho Loy with a leving confidence,

The God's feellng toward the Boy {s, he likes to
think, purely artistle He 1= a student of hnman na-
ture, the heart and [t4 passlons amose him more than
a comedy or & ballet.  Thess gruba of future man
ho studies with anthropologdeal Interest ) thoy are
himself In the savage state before domestication
“ Was Lo over as groat an &ss as this /™ he thinks with
a comiortabie sudle &t his own advancoment in the
cultivation of common semss.  As  Interesting em-
bryos, tholr almloss stirrings indeating 1o the thought
ful mind thelr future eareor and destination, he Joks
curfously st them, Hstens with a olose attention to
their artless praitle.  Sometimes they take W to
Aluner, wshing him with soma trepilation (2 he will
He aceepts with priveely condoscenslun, muel

He §s (0 the bost of tempers, sits any where,
fon where the MacGragor sits fhere 15 the head of the

ulnn.

| *able, and at thelr roquest, orders the dinner qallvar

. wildsrness.

mg & disoourse on that dare Wit to which they Hston
respectiully as to the vuice of & propliol crying i the
Hiz orders delivered to the waltor, who

' with peudant napkin amd sleck, bent head, eyes him

with the stolul, wpcomprenonding goze of the French
Hone, are delivered with that elegant case, that un-
nyoved self polse, which only the soclal luminary can
aequirs. Mo s as brilliant s possiblo, his eanverse
full of jniey wots, and sharpensd splinters of gessip.
Whila be dallles with his chilly, Hitle Shrewsburys he
klances from & bt of (howirieal bistory to o dissorts
tion on California wines, and 88 he attacks his fluh,
which., under (s crisply browned outsids falls (Mo
dry, white ilakos benoath his assaultiog fock, gives
u loeturs an the pioper evoking of crab, and treat
wonl of lounds elbow. With what » furm londeraoss

ronnding glasses reflsct his profile, finished with a
point of Llemde beard, and with his full syelids re-
fiectively drooped.  Dinlug ladies shoot sharp side
glances at him as, with unctuous deliberation, he tilts
the hasket of his pint of Barsao—the Doys am pledg
ing In Ubatlous of champagno—and watches the sunny
stream allp Into his glass, with falut chucklivgy In
the bottle's narrow throst

The Boys, encouragsd by the condoseendug frisnd-
Lness of thiy great man—tho disputed choloe of ole-
gant hostesses, the agile leador of grmaca, whose
vidoo 18 richer on the feminins car than the horns of
Elfiand softly blowing, whois prowess In the herolo
chase of thal latest novelty of American fauna—the
anlse-seail bag—Il4 only equalled by his daring pursult
of that othar wild animal, the greenback, which coyly
floes tho Importunities of man—grow loudly talkative,
and recall oceasions on which they did glorious actlon
on the tented feld:

% Do you remember the night at Mre. Montmorenoy’s
when Petorson throw the oysters a la poulette nnder
tha table becauss he couldn't find a clean plate!®

“Haha! I should smila. But will you over for-
got the night I trod on Mrs. Malonsy's traln, and 1t
gave with a erash right along the top? Mad? You
never sAW a woman so mad In your life!*

“ Oh—but the day Jones fall in the coal-holet IHo
was just golng to Low to the Smith girls driving post
tn great style, and he walked square Into an open
coal-hole.”

“Yes: that was great! Wasn't hort a bit.  Got
up, wallied upstalrs, went out, found a crowd of peo-
ple staring down the hole, joinod the erowd and sald,
+ Say, fellors, what's tho row about?'®

To these marrowy reminlscences the God listons
with a musing smile. With his eyes vacantly fixed
on tha spirals of bubbles rsing in his nelghbor’s eham-
pagne-glass and elnstering winking round the brim, Le
hoars his compantons talk knowingly of fast horses,
German oporas, French winos and other luxuries of
lLigh life, and lsaning back In his chalr, smiles & ton-
der smile in menury. of his departed ycuth

Pt at & ball the God Is really great. TTis antranes
alone fs tmptessive. Standing In the doorway he
views the feld—slowly, calmly, tranquilly. Thers I3
none of that exuberant enthuslasm shout him which
men to his right and loft exhibit * without regret or
shama.® He (s self possessed, Immovable ; they stand
for ono moment gazing round, snifing tho afr lika the
stag at the horn of the chase, then, throngh a break
{n the erowd, calching a glimpsa of tha beloved ona's
syiph like back, plunge (nto the meles, elbowing the
throng, treading on shirts, lacerating toes, mutilating
tans, hreasting the waves of gauze and brosdeloth with
eyes fixed on those dear, poarly shoulders | finally arc-
riving, breathloss, melting, swiling, and gasping with
exhapatad joy,

40k, hore you arm\*

The Gud never does this. ITa arrives late and
stands in the doorway, surveying the glittering throng.
The girls, parading with thelr partnecs, dodgo thetr
pretty heads forward to elalm his grave, tmprossive
bow, then glanes baciiward over thale parfner's shoul-
dor to mecentuate the greeting with a soft and dell
cate sniile and & flash of rounded eyos, wWhich says a
thousand tender, flattering things. Tt tha God s
adamant.  He does not fiy for a dance, e deliberates.
“ Ah, yes, there 18 Tille over there,” he says to him-
solf, as tha rrowd sepueatos and TilHa 18 discoversd
sitting on & cane-bottomed chalr, such as are rented
for halls, lectures and funerals, discoursing over the
tog of her fan to a rosy youth.  But Tillls will keep.
Then Mrs. Marabont waggles past, very pink and
flufty and squoezed abont the feet, hor partosr agltot-
ing a fan of white feathers, which makos her erimipsd
bang risa and fall like & beating heart, and oatses
Mrs. Marabout to be somewhat distant (n b remarks
sk groets the God effusively, her head inelined, har
pand extended across her partner’s walsteoat, har
hest smile on, and with all her littls wagglsh tricks
to aid her.

The tiul, aa ho presscs tie pudgy hand, murmurs,
a8 a God should:

“&a charmed you're hers!  Awfully afrald you
wonbin't ba able to eomn! I3 your colidl batfep?®

with a solieitons glanee.  D'ut never o word of dane
in » - Al Blow M mbrrink

a4 she toddles off teles the backward glanes. It 18
rather hard for her to do It becauss her noelk s so
short, and her blue and bewhehing eyes have an un
eomfortalde popplog look when she fAnadly gets them
pound on the God  They enconnter the back of his
head, and Mrs. Marabout's pactper wondors  what
canses her to say so sharply,

“For Heaven's sake, stop twitehing that fan! It
malkies ma nervous (7

The tiod, satisfiod with his snrvey, goes off toward
THHe, sitting on the eans-boittom chale.  Tillla 13 a
debtants from s suborb,  Arcadlan vistas open Lo
fore the sated worldling when ho talks to Tills. When
the ol takes the vacant soal on her other shile and
murmurs & soft greeting, she twists suddenly round,
meets s tenderly gazing oyes, and blushes In do-
Hetons surprise and confosion.  Her partusr, aftor
opening and shutting her fan with a long ruatle enid-
Ing Ina soap, aud staring rowmd the rosm s 1 e was
looking for some one, rises and deifts away withont
adirns.  Tho Sod leans back, talies the fan, and
<oftly fanning Wimself, looks, with smiling admiration
at his Tillle's demure profils, as sho sits up stify,
her hands elmsped 1o hor Iap, every now and then, as
she talks, turning her sl throat, and looking shyly
at him out of the corners of her eved, with her hnad
corked Hke & Bird's.  says the God, aftor soms artful
preamblo, deopping his words slowly amd sofily,

“1 was so afrald you wore not hare. 1 loukod all
over for youn®

“1 was afrald yon weren't coming too,” says
Tillie, for ono deliclons momsant forgett ng hersolf
Then, conselons of her unseemly pleasurs in bis pres-
prce, sho looks ai her bouguet greatly embarrassed.

“Wonld you Lave been ddsappolnted If 1 bhadn't
come!” says the God, selzlog the opening by the
throat and ploning it down.  He leans forward, with
his olbows on his knees, and spies al hor averted,
roay profils, with high enjoyvment,

Tillle, th an agony of confusion, turns away hor
tead, nid boats a nervouy tattoo on the seat of the
chale vacsted by her last partner. TS bold and
desperate man 4 evidontly o luve with LYor. Hlow
horeibly exciting!  Presontly, she lifts Lae droopng
head, and louking at the chagdellor, says falotly,

“1 dun't know."

“rhat's nol an spdwer.  Would It have mads any
differencs to you € 1 hadn't como 1" with flery earnest-
ness.

#1 wouldn't bave had so many partners,” 4ass
this Innocent child of & suburh, feeling that the oe-
easlon 18 suficiontly desporato to admit of a s, Aftor
the words are uttered she loohs extromoly gullty,
and nervously fingers hor necklace

The God makes no responsn.  Ho glvas n mighty
sigh which nearly rends by shivt-bosom (n twain, and
looks at her fan which ho absently opens and shuts,
Mo 1s eurfous to ses what Tillle will do next; these
sllancos are very offective I forcing the opponent’s
hand. Tillle steals a look st Lim, his eyebrows are
rafssd with a look of patisnt esdurance. With Ids
pslbows on his kneos hie 15 leaning forward oritieally
studying the painting on the fan. e looks crnshied,
thiuks Tillle. Poor man! Was she rudel sho has
insulted him!  Iow hapdsome be 5! It he came to
call on her when she gors home, what s sensation s
would create. A man from town, and such s man
from town! Bpurred by these thoughts, sha mur-
minre, with downeast eyes :

“ape yon offended? I'm so sorry ™

The God softly smoothes his mustache with the fan.

“xot offanded,® he says, watehing the whirling
couples with & martyrized expression, &t 1'm
afralid 1 nust bellove that you're a Mrt after all*—
than suddenly leasulng forward and regarding her
with & sweet and Inslpustiog smilo—" are you & et ?
Please dun't firt With me [®

TiMie's tender hoart Is rent.  Sha feels as If she
wors in & novel.  For Ler life she can say mothing,
tat plecks at her bouguet In silonce,  Presently the
f,od rises and says:

@ Lot's Lave a tarn; this Jend of talking dosd no
gooil”

As Tillle Iays her hand on his sleeve she loola (oto
hlg eyes with a pecullar, deglllio oxpression, at vuce
wistful snd apulegetic,

Mives @ (TP

The God dances next with Miss Van Corlier.  Mise
van Corker 19 a votsran of three seasons’ hard wear.
She las been stoeped in the Blyx of momerows flirta
tions, and has of laie beon considered Invulneralilo,
Cuptd’s darts Ny off her pachydsrmatons heart, as did
the shells of the Cumberland off the Marrfmae®s lrom
whde.  She dances well, deeggss handsomely, talks
Lpightly, langhs loudly. Bhe 14 Large, rather over
poworing, enjoys " & good Ume” loves men solloetivo-
Iy, b5 always o & good humor, and has slways plonty
of partoers and faw lovers  She wears a black dress
which sccantnatos the whitsonss of ber neolt sad the
Louutty of bor waish Hor cbecks wo crinson, she

A Skin With

Everywhore a network of sudoriflc ducts, weins, and
poros, the akin conatantly renows (tseif, and not oaly with
im comselons desquamation, but with lta nataural fune.
tonal actlon, eliminstes sll waste, sccamulation and dls
ease, Honoa, » akin without blomish means more than
beanty; it means hoalth.

OUTICURA, the gread skin eurs, and OUTICURA
SOAP, sn axquisits skin beantiflar, preparod from it
externally, and CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new blood
purifier, Internally, cure every speclos of torturing, dis
fguring, ltching, sealy and pimply disenscs of the nicin,
soalp and blood, with loas of halr, from pimples o scrofula

1 have beon aMictad for & great many yoars with bad
blood, which has esused mo to have sorss on my body.
My hands were in a =olid sore for over a year I had
trisd almost evervthing I could hear of, but had given
up all hopes of aver being cured, when I saw the nd-
vertisement of tha CUTICURA REMEDIES. I nsed
ons box of CUTICURA, ong bottle of RESOLVENT, and
oma eaks of BOAP, and am now ablo ta do all my own
work MRS. FANNIE STEWART, sStauaton, Ind

Bold averywhers, Prica, CUTICURA, 50 ; BOAP,
25¢.5 RESOLVENT, el Prepared by the POTTER
DRUG AND CUHEMICAL CO,, Boston, Mass.

7 Send for * Jow to Cure Skin Discasss” 64 pages,
50 llnstrations, and 100 testimonisla

BABY'S Bkin, sealp and hair prederved and beantlflod
by the use of CUTICURA SOATD,

out Blemish

I have sufored all my lfe with skin @fssssss of
Alfferont kinds, and have never found permanent reliaf,
until, by the advice of a lady triend, 1 used your valuse
ble CUTICURA REMEDIES. I gave them & tharough
trial, using six bottles of the CUTICURA RESOLVENT,
two boxes of CUTICURA, and saven calns of CUTICU RA
SOAP, and the result was just what I had been told 1
would bo—a cumplete eure, BELLE WADE,

Richmond, Va
Roterenco, G. W. Latimer, Drugglst, Richwond, Va.

Hava just nesd your CUTIOU A REMEDIES on ong
of my girls, and found it to be Just what it {8 recom.
mended to be. My daughter was all broken out on her
hoad and body, and the halr commenced to come ouk
Now she 18 38 smooth as ever she was, and she has only
used one box of CUTICURA, one cake of CUTICURA
SOAP, and one botde of CUTICURA RFESOLVENT. [
doctored with quite & pumber of doctors, but to ne
1 am willing o Make afdavit to the truth of the
GEORGE LAST, Macon, Mich.

avall,
slatement,

For the last year T have had a specios of ftehing, sealy
and pimply humors on my face to which T have applied
& great many methods of treatment without sueress, and
which was speedi! 7 and entieely eured by the CUTICURA
REMEDIES. MRS ISAAC PHELPS, Ravenns, O.

FIMPLES, back hoads, red, rough, chapped and olly
skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP.

s molting after a vigorons polka, and, as the God
approaches, sho eries breathlessly,

“ Mercy, 1'm moasting1® ‘

The God murmurs a suggostion, and they pass
throngh s rattling bamboo portlers into an ante-
room. [HMore there aro arm-chadrs, and red lamps bo-
liind palms ; a suggestion of solitnde renders the room
romantle, and the languld pulses of the waltz riso and
fall softly In the distancs. It i3 an ideal nook, thinks
the God.  The Van Corler takes an avm.chair, and
loans back, panting Inxuriously, her head thrown
back, her long throat ourved tenderly, her eyed va.
cantly fixed on the network of palm splkes overhead
Tha God draws up s small chalr.

S lsn't this divine 1 he murmuors, shuttlng his eyes.

“ 11y eool, that's the main thing,® pants the luiy.

t Havoe you been enjoylng yoursslf 1" with anxious
sulleitudo.

“0h, baving & gorgeons timo—parfseily stunningt
What kept you so late ! turning bor lazy, handsomo
head, and looking at him from under ber lowered lids,
with a languld glnnes.

“ Do you moan that you missed mal” hitehing his
ehatr & littln closer, and looking at hor with precisaly
the sama latense, flecy glance which disturbed Tillie's
esquilibrivm.

Tho Van Corkor, who has boen gazing again al the
paims, shoots o sharp, puzzlod side-glanco at bim, and
then snys, cheorfully

“Not in the least, my doar boy.
dancing ons man's s good as another.®

“Then why did yon save o dancoe for mel” says tho
God, his [ rising.

= [useanse you ashod ms the last tims yon met
e, rotorts the charmer, with traongquillity.

The God tries tho efficacy of silence on this ro-
aleitrant boauty. Then ho repeats the form of at-
tak recontly su sfective. Leaulng toward ber Le
says in w low vales:

“supposo T hadu't coma at all to-night ; what would
you have falt1?

“Mal, promptly.

“Only mad 1" An a moriified tons,

“Um oafradd se. Would you axpsct me to g0 Craey
with grisf1 1'd have tried—to oblige you—but It
would have besn hard work”

The God sighs, fesling axhausted.
torudnsd.

“ [low Qi you anjoy the last Assembly 1" & dance
which bo dd pot grece with his presance.

0, It was splondidi I vover bad a beiter time i®
with o sparkling glance.

“1 hoped you Lsd not had such a charming time,®
huffly.

“Why ™ ralsing her hoad In indignant surprise.
“What a mean, selfish thing to say!"

1t tsn't moan or sclfish at all,” says the God,
gutting In & ragoe.

“Why In Heaven's name,” continues the offendod
Leauty, sitting npright and breathing war, “ shouldn's
I have a good time, 1'd like to know 1™

“ Because,* snys ths God, In & fury, “I wasn't
Fherwe (7

“(h ™ erles the lady, In tones of eontemptuons
eonviction, “ |9 that all? I thoaght you were hinting
that I wns a wall-Hower."

gho sinks back dn the chalr, smiling, and restored
to good hnmor, The God fumes in sllence, then look-
ing at hor handsome profils, agatnit the screen of
palms, melts.  Sho (s certainly a splondid oreatura.
Suddenly, a4 sho turnd, he cries in toney of agonized
entreaty @

“ (N, walit—don't move.
momant longer |®

“Why! What's the mattor!™ crlps she, alarmed,
holding hor hosd stifly as though canght in the {ron
smbrace of & photographor's clamp, and gazing at the
rapturons God sut of the corums of her eyes—* Quick
—~what Is 11 A beetleT"

“(Oh, no, no,® desporately, feoling as If he eould
eluteh his head, * your proflle against the palms.
It was a perfsct posa.®™

%My what 1" sliting vp and staring at bim with a
puzzled frown.

“Yonr proflla—against thods palms—it looked very
pretty,* with savags distinetness of uttacaacs.

“aly profile”—thon the truth broaking on her, she

Whea you've

But bo l8 de-

Keap just g0, only for &

flings Liersalf back in a galo of mirth: 1
“ Hahaha! Oh, my, how tdlotio ™ BShe shakes |
with laughtar, pressing hor hand on her side. " Ob,

I'll dio some day when I'm talking to you. T thonght
yuu meaut a boeetle or a mouss When you spolio 8o
suddonly,  Oh, you'ro tho funnlest man! Let's go
back. You mnko mo laugh too much ”

Tuny go back allertly.

As the God drives bome wilh his married sister,
sho asks Lim which of his two partners bhe llked the
Lest.  Tle anawors promptly :

“ 0, Tilile, by all means. Eha’s so much brighter
than thet lump of & Vao Corler|®

BEYOND HUMAN COMPREIENSION.
From The Detrodt Tribune,

They were discuasing meighboriooda hhors
and curlonsly enough esch man thoaght ho had the besd |
pelghborhood In the efty, When sl had spoken the quie

heat ood. “ Nomo of |

man sald that e had the
the nolglibors have daughtors the pinno,”
he; “uons of them ever want to Lorrow tay
|u3]13;e of l:li;nm um ‘“ttln wd“l:o Ir:d r.netn‘;s’lu:umi ¥ e
ey ull stop, wtil] an o gulet man,
them ml.ly lmf‘ uk.dll

e of

“H slglibors
TR TR 3 thickly sotiat et ghbortiood.” he sad.

* Have you a telepnone

. })uh.“-hb the rl

. ou apec
- Idﬂz" p

Tha th then stepped back to hls
and 'ﬂh"fuo.n:‘;ﬂ thay turned, withdrew, mﬂ him

alove.
—— A ———

I® NOT, WHY NOTV
From The Datrodl Frog Prose.

A gontloman the strest car with aye
looking Mmu:.m loking A
lu partioular, when tuull‘. y exolaimed |

mamma, jos’ s60 Ma's looke

Ing ont of des st

"% Jotanie "Tiow aften mast J tall yoo

ik o man's infirmitlos. Jia's -
uﬁwvumnh;m.-namn

sk,
The L
nol}l‘rﬂruh
mamma,

am I oross-oyed whea I'm orpei '™

sxtremoely ancortain, she :
the Least go faster. coschiman p ip
| teins with n:.ed' effoot, whiln alton
pately exami er watoh and enco the Arivep,
t last “:vuv. her Mﬁm iy ox-
hl‘“‘lli lans L]
stolid brute where t E.mm ﬁa sho cr‘u
out vehamently
“ it him on raw, Mr. Casseboom ! [Hit Lim o
tha raw ™
“Mwam,"” th namo

4 DEVELOPING MIND,

Zenas Dana in The Detroit Fres Prem.

“here |3 nothing mom besutiful and (nieresting
than to warch the gradial development and unfoliling
of the Juvenatle miml” sald Me Bixby the other day o8
e sat talking with a friend on & raflroml traln.

Wi think,” ho sdided, * that wo make & mistaln In
discouraging these lrtle loguirers af W bedgo by
rofusing to answer theie ehildish ques .1 bhellove
In giving an intelligont reply to every question a child
nsls, amb—"

A youth of ten years sliting in the scat Io front of
Bixby rurned around at this moment.

“What time I it, pleass, mister!™ he asked.

wwhat time, my Lrtle man ™ sald Bixby Lrightlps
41t Is ten minites after 1%

W Youp walcl right *

“Why, yos, I think so.®

“Whar {hui of a wateh 15 1t7®

A Waltham.”

5 low mueh did 6o eost 1"

HWhy It was a prosent, anl—=

B Whi gave it to yon i®

0N, A suctity of whieh 1 am s member,®

& mten-whmler !

% Yos—as 1 wis saying,® he went on to his friendg

ST think—"
Lot mo see the Inside of 1t,* put in the Inguiring
mind.

“1'm afrald I'1l get Aust in It, my boy. Yes, a8

T was saying—"
“ What serciery give it to
“The Phil Kearney bramne
which T am—"
" What's (1. A R mmn?
“ Grand Army of the Republle,
littlo man, wwml—"
% i they give you the chaln, too1®
(b, vee, Now—"
“ 15 (t ponl gold or ouly plated
“ Goll®
oot me feel 107
1 ean't vory wall for—*
# Whoro'd you get that big ring?™
I" That was a preseot, tun. Now, If T wern yod
I'd-"
“Wiho give It to yon "
; %(ih, & friend.  You see now, Smith, ai 1T was sap
ng—"
W What kind of o sot (s there In that ring!®
Bt moss agats ; now toen around and-—*
4Yon going far?*
“0nly to Dufalo®
“ What are you going them for ™
(O husiness : now you must tuen aronnd and s
down, lttle follow, for I-"
S W hat Kind of husiness ™
“Came, coma; Sit down now amnl—"
:' This \-.m_rrva in DButfalo ™

ou 1Y

of the G. A. ., of

Now sit down, my

b e do yon lva ™

“1n Utlen ; now sit down and keap stifl.®

= What are you going to do in Buffalo ™™

* You ask too many questions,”

“ You got a knifa

“Yes, but -~

% How'll son trada sight unsesn ™™

W1 naver trade that way., Now you-—*

& erald you'll get Loaf, ah 1"

&8It down.®

“ot's sea your knife.”

“ You turn around there.®

i Is It a four-hlader 1

@ Sew Liarm, boy, you turn aronnd there and st dows
snd don't open your mouth again for a weo Yo
ssk more §nut1mu than two talking machines eou
answer. ow yon shut up!*

- S —

A PRACTICAL TEST.
Westrield letter to The Bostun (7Tobe,

Johnny, who is four yoars old, was ng in the
yard one day, and a lady who Lved l:lt?ul:,i‘..r wishod
to have the eges, If any wern lald sines her last visis

the hennery, brought In.  She said to the little

y: “Johnny, will you go to the hennery and sce 1§

hera are any oggs there!  Don't Lring in the chine
ones; leave them thers; bLat if there bo any othere
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h£ was X—, a literary man, who remarked to a
e omﬁwuuuu o dny Or two sgu, ln response
“Yes, Mrs. X—— has gone to Now York, to mmaln
about & fortnlght. She went Satorday. By the
» Oakhill ‘and Grigson cams over Sunday aftérnoom

and we had a great
* of
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chisowe, that sors of thingl”
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A Revelation.
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# Ooosts,® says my wifs, © wasw't u*
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# Yo, dear]l

"'uuﬂllﬂh’_m“‘“ bue the Lasutile!
Hght chestaut' a4 you.usd W call &t whéh—whid-well,
when we werd yuars younger I

No, my pol.
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